Finger Twitch by Szabo, Scott
worries in her room: 
"It's 102°, go down, go down ... " 
I'd like to go down, go back, 
to mulberry tree days and fireworks 
at dusk - I can't do that. 
I will never be those people 
and places again. 
They remain just around the corner, 
in the dusty mason jar on the top shelf 
that you could never reach. 
Lives seem stagnant 
but they are always curving, 
shaping you from sidewalk 
hopscotch, scabby knees, and 
grandma's pea pod garden. 
You shape to watching faces fade, 
hearing that your heroes gave up 
dragging burnt out stars behind them -
a dead weight, and 
coming into your own -
the life you knew was coming. 
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could it be that life is wonderful? 
twitch a finger, 
is it not remarkable? 
write a sentence, 
is it not a miracle? 
say a word ... any word 
-hello 
-lunchbox 
-cabbage 
laugh for it is divine 
cry for it is encouraging 
kiss for it is intoxicating 
and every breath is a snowflake 
separate and individual in nature 
even death cannot compare to the blink of the eye that preceded it 
blink and close your eyes 
open them again 
open them for it is divine 
believe for it is encouraging 
live for it is intoxicating. 
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